138                           W.   R.   RODGERS

Will curl like worms into a stiff conceit
And dead front of frightened consciousness.

Along the valley roads some roll in cars,
Looking for life on sky-lines, or in bars,
Mustered in bus on mystery trip they cheer
As the chartered miles gape before them
And zip obediently behind them,
Their fixed stare clattering like a stick
Across the sliding face and fence of fields
To the full stop, where they interrogate
The great man's birthplace, or the rebel's grave.

Through bright gaps these sudden strangers snapshot

The slipshod landscape, and depart content.

But, coming home in the bare evening,

Memory on the mind's horizon edge

Like lightning prickles and flashes, and Care

Like caterpillar in curled leaf shrinks the heart;

For still the thread and threat of memory

Runs through these strange places and faces and

Jerks back the jumping beads of time and space.

And still from frugal bungalow and fig-leaf tent
The stockbroker, the stonebreaker, and the candle-
stick-maker

Trot into shop for morning newspaper.
Afraid to let die world go by without
Accommodating eye, anxious to acquaint
And equate their happiness with all
Unbalancing happenings, helplessly-
Eager to follow the involving game
Of territorial noughts and crosses,

, And still each night from alp and valley lap,
From all dividing individual aims